A Journey to the Valley of the Assassins
of red, hardened earth to Shutur Khan, where the Doctor's
brother lives in summer and the Rock of the Assassins
stands out like a ship, broadside on, from a concave mountain-
side that guards it on the north. It was two hours' walk
away up its own tributary, but it shone clearly distinct in
the evening light, an impressive sight to the pilgrim. I
contemplated it with the feelings due to an object that still
has the power to make one travel so far, and then followed
the mules to the low house of the laird beside a little terraced
orchard and waterfall a few yards above the level of the path.
The laird was elderly, wrinkled and rosy-cheeked, with
mild manners a little rusted over by the country, dressed
in a long frock-coat and the new peaked hat. His newest
wife from the city also came to me in the guest room,
a blue satin bow in her hair; and presently the young police-
man who lives at Mahmudabad across the river also arrived
to look at me.
He was anxious to see my maps.
" So these are the pictures you take in your black box and
show to no one?" said he, when he had examined them
with attention.
My feeble attempt to explain the difference between a
map and a snapshot was not believed for a moment. But
he was politeness itself, and glad of novelty, for in all the
district of Alamut and Rudbar, which is under his sole
control, he has no distractions except the conversation of
my host and the quarrels of the inhabitants, who keep him
riding from village to village throughout the year. He
knew no language except Persian, but he was intelligent,
and must have had some character to stand the lonely life
so contrary to his city tastes.
" Do you have a permit from my colleague in Qazvin?"
he asked.

